The Morgue, Aug. 14, '79
"Night at its pulseless noon,
When the far voice of waters means in song,
And some tired watch-dog lazily and long,
Barks at the melancholy moon."
My Dear Taylor:
Your poem is simply grand.
Hear what an old literary friend of mine
and the very best critic in the state said
of it:
"That poem of Taylor's is really wonder-
fully strong - the lighted vane - the crescent
signet ring on the arched hand of God -
'The big round reaches of Eternity' - These
are almost audacious in their strength -
"The summer night covering her eyes and
weeping dews between her cloudy palms!'
There is no effeminate imagery about
that - It is robust" [Wasn't goin' to
quote the first part of his comment -
but you shan't have it all!  Listen: -
"I went to the woods yesterday, and
should have been delighted to have read
that splendid poem of Taylor's there,
after that no less beautiful "Dream
of Autumn" (That's mine.)  I think it one
of the best things you have written, par-
ticularly in its subdued tone which is
so suggestive of restrained power.  I agree
with Harris in pronouncing it one of the






best things you ever produced, partic-
ularly, as he says, the last stanza,
There is a delicious autumnal, hazy
splendor in it." -
Now aint that just C R E A M!
And its all just oozed out over
us by Dan Paine, of The Indianapolis
News.  - and - let me see - what
was it I once wrote of him -
The dear old boy of 49 years
and [thrible ?] as many virtues!
Will it bore you?  I don't care.
Old friend of mine, whose chiming name
Has been the burthen of a rhyme
Within my heart since first I came
To know thee in Thy mellow prime, -
With warm emotions in my breast
That can but coldly be expressed,
And hopes and wishes wild and vain,
I reach my hand to Thee, Dan Paine.
In fancy as I sit alone
In gloomy fellowship with care,
I hear again thy cheery tone,
And wheel for thee an easy chair:
And from my hand the pencil falls,
My book upon the carpet sprawls
As eager soul and heart and brain
Leap up to welcome thee, Dan Paine.





A something gentle in thy mien,
A something tender in thy voice
Has made my troubles so severe
I can but weep for very choice.
And even then my tears, I guess,
Hold more of sweet than bitterness,
And more of gleaming shine than rain
Because of thy bright smile, Dan Paine.
The wrinkles that the years have spun
In tangles round thy tawny face,
Are kinks of laughter, every one,
And fashioned with a mirthful grace
And though the twinkle of thine eyes
Is keen as frost when summer dies,
It may not long as frost remain
While thy warm soul shines out, Dan Paine.
And so I drain a health to thee;
May merry Joy and jolly mirth
Like children clamber on thy knee
And ride thee round the happy earth;
And when at last the hand of Fate
Shall lift the latch of Canaan's gate,
And usher me in thy domain,
Smile on me just as now, Dan Paine.
There, now!  Aint he good?  And
he's your friend, too, and some-
day I'm going to see your hands
welded and God bless us every
one!  I read your brother's poem





with real pleasure.  He has the
pure metal and mettle in him.
So have you.  O I didn't know
you could do that "Atheos!"  It
is so placid, and yet so strong
and so majestic.  Sometimes its
head bumps heaven and jars
the stars!  In the copy you send
me you have written "The big round
reaches of Eternity."  In the copy
sent The Tribune you have it "The
great round reaches."  This latter
is the best I think.  Next time I
see you may I hug you? - 'cause
I do want to - I do.
Right here I'm goin' to chop
this squirming epistle square
in-two.  You don't write me
long ones, and I aint goin' to
pamper you.  I've got a thousand
things to say, and I'll just whisp-
er 'em all over to myself a hundred
times 'fore I'll waste 'em - so
there!  Now write soon, and I
will.  You don't know how hungry I
get before they come.  Guess I aint going
to get out your way as soon as I thought,
but will paddle to you this winter anyhow.
I enclose a poem suggested by a phrase in a
translation from Theophile Gautier.  Its a conundrum you see.
Yours from Here to There.  J.W.Riley
By the bye, John C. Walker, is now being copied in Chicago Times,
Inter-Ocean and the like. Ah!


